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The Sewage Works Ghost. 


The small village of Earby had always been a quiet and peaceful place, nestled in the rolling 
hills of the English countryside. But there was one place in the village that nobody liked to talk 
about: the sewage works. It was a smelly, dirty place where the waste of the village was 
processed and cleaned. 

And then there was the ghost. 

According to legend, a man had died at the sewage works many years ago. His name was 
George, and he had worked there all his life. He was known to be a bit of a recluse, but he was 
also dedicated to his job, and he had worked tirelessly to keep the sewage works running 
smoothly. 

One day, however, George disappeared. Nobody knew where he had gone, and nobody seemed 
to care. It wasn't until a week later that they found him, face down in the poo plantation. He had 
died of a heart attack, they said. 

But some people in the village believed that George's spirit still haunted the sewage works. They 
said that he could be heard groaning and moaning in the middle of the night, and that his ghostly 
figure had been spotted wandering the grounds. 

One man who worked at the sewage works, a grizzled old fellow in his late 50s or 60s, didn't 
believe in ghosts. He had worked there for years and had never seen or heard anything out of the 
ordinary. 

That is, until one day when he was on his hands and knees, searching for his false teeth. They 
had fallen out of his mouth and down the old long drop toilet a week ago, and he had been too 
embarrassed to tell anyone. He had been looking for them ever since. 

As he crawled around in the muck and mire, he heard a noise. It was a low groan, like someone 
in pain. He looked around, but there was nobody there. 

He continued his search, but the groans grew louder and more persistent. He started to feel a 
cold sweat break out on his forehead, and he felt a sudden sense of unease. He knew that he 
wasn't alone. 

And then, out of the corner of his eye, he saw a shadowy figure. It was the ghost of George, and 
he was reaching out to him, beckoning him to come closer. 

The man scrambled to his feet and ran as fast as he could, all the way out of the sewage works 
and into the safety of the village. He never spoke of the incident again, but from that day on, he 
made sure to steer clear of the old long drop toilet. 

And the legend of the sewage works ghost continued to grow, passed down from generation to 
generation, a spooky reminder of the darker side of village life. 
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